A  DEAD   YEAR.
Doth she take to her last bed Beaten gold, and glorious red? Envy not! for thou wilt wear In the dark a shroud as fair; Golden with the sunny ray Thou withdrawest from my day; Wrought upon with colours fine Stolen from this life of mine : Like the dusty Libyan kings, Lie with two wide-open wings On thy breast, as if to say, On these wings hope flew away; And so housed, and thus adorned, Not forgotten, but not scorned, Let the dark for evermore Close thee when I close the door; And the dust for ages fall In the creases of thy pall; And no voice nor visit rude Break thy sealed solitude.'
I took the year out of my life and story, The dead year, and said, * I have hewed thee a tomb!
" All the kings of the nations lie in glory," Cased in cedar, and shut in a sacred gloom ; But for the sword, and the sceptre, and diadem, Sure thou didst reign like them.'